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SOME WORDS WITH A MUMMY

Approaching the table, I saw on it a large box, or
case, nearly seven feet long, and perhaps three
feet wide, by two feet and a half deep. It was
oblong — not coffin-shaped. The material was
at first supposed to be the wood of the sycamore
(platanus), but upon cutting into it, we found 1t
to be pasteboard, or, more properly, papier-
maché, composed of papyrus. It was thickly
ornamented with paintings, representing
funeral scenes, and other mournful subjects —
interspersed among which, in every variety of
position, were certain series of hieroglyphical
characters, intended, no doubt, for the name of
the departed. By good luck, Mr Gliddon
formed one of our party; and he had no
difficulty in translating the letters, which were
simply phonetic, and represented the word,
Allamistakeo.

We had some difficulty in getting this case
open without injury; but, having at length
accomplished the task, we came to a second,
coffin-shaped, and very considerably less in
size than the exterior one, but resembling it
precisely in every other respect. The interval

| between the two was filled with resin, which

had, in some degree, defaced the colours of the
interior box.

Upon opening this latter (which we did quite
easily) we arrived at a third case, also coffin-
shaped, and varying from the second one in no
particular, except in that of its material, which
was cedar, and still emitted the peculiar and
highly aromatic odour of that wood. Between
the second and the third case there was no
interval—the one fitting accurately within the

other.
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Removing the third case, we discovered and
took out the body itself, and at this point 1t was
agreed that we should experiment with the
Voltaic pile. Accordingly, an electric current
was then applied to an incision in the tip of the
mummy’s nose.

Morally and physically —figuratively and
literally —was the effect electric. In the first
place, the corpse opened its eyes, and winked
very rapidly for several minutes, as does
Mr Barnes in the pantomime; in the second
place, it sneezed; in the third, it sat up on end;
in the fourth, it shook its fist in Doctor
Ponnonner’s face; in the fifth, it addressed
them, in very capital Egyptian, thus —

“I must say, gentlemen, that I am as much
surprised as I am mortified, at your behaviour.
Of Doctor Ponnonner nothing better was to be
expected. He is a poor little fat fool who knows
no better. I pity and forgive him. But you,
Mr Gliddon — who have travelled and resided
in Egypt until one might imagine you to the
manner born—you, I say, who have been so
much among us that you speak Egyptian fully
as well, I think, as you write your mother
tongue —you, whom I have always been led to
regard as the firm friend of the mummies —1
really did anticipate more gentlemanly conduct
from you. What am I to think of your standing
quietly by and seeing me thus unhandsomely
used? What am I to suppose by your permitting
Tom, Dick, and Harry to strip me of my
coffins, and my clothes, in this wretchedly cold
climate? In what light (to come to the point) am
I to regard your aiding and abetting that
miserable little villain, Doctor Ponnonner, 1n
pulling me by the nose?”
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